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Keep. And hang for’t afterward. 

Tal. By this good light 
Had I a fword I would kill thee. 

Keep, Why my Lord ? 

?a 1. Thou bringft fuch pelting fcuruy news continually 
Thou art not worthy lifejl will not goe. 

Keep. Indeede yon muft my Lord. 

Pal. May I fee the garden ? 

Keep. Noe. 

‘Pal. Then I am refolud,I will not goe. (rous 

Keep. I mud eonftraine you then ; and for you are dange» 
lie clap more yrons on you. 

P/t/.Doe good keeper. 

He fhake’emfo,ye fhall not fltepe, 

He make ye a new Morrjffe,mun I goe ? 

Keep. There is no remedy. 

* Pal. Farewell kinde window. 

May rude winde never hurt thee.O my Lady 
Ifcver thou haft felt whatforrow was, 

Dreame ho w I fuffcr.Gome;no w b ury rae. 

Exeunt Palamcn,and Keefer » 
Scarna 3 . Enter Arcite . 

Arcite. Banifnd the kingdonie? tis a benefit, 

A mercy I muft thanke ’em for, but banifhd 
The free enjoying of that face I die for. 

Oh twasa ftuddkd pumlhment,a death 
Beyond Imagination-. Such a vengeance 
That weft. I old and wicked, all my fins 
Gould never plucke upon m c.palamen^ 

Thou ha’ ft the Start now, thou fhalc ftay andfee 
Her bright eyes breake each morning gainft thy window, 
And let 1:1 life into thee j thou (halt feede. 

V pon the fvveetenes ofa noble beauty. 

That nature nev’r exceeded, nor ncvT lhall : 

Good gods l what hsppincsha sPalamon? 

Twenty to one, hee’le come to fpeakc to her. 

And ifihc be as gentle, as fire’s fare. 
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I know fhe*shis,he has a Tongue will tame ( can come* 

Ternpefts,and make the wild Rockes wanton. Come what 
Theworft is death; I will not leave thcKingdome, 

I know mine owne, is but a heape of ruins. 

And no redrefTe there, if r goe, he has her. 
lain refolu’d an other fhape fhall make me, 

Or end my fortunes. Either way, I am happy : 

He fee her, and be neere her,or no more. *’* 

Enter.^. Country people, & one vith a gar lend before th«m. 

s , My Matters, ile be there that’s certajne, 
a. And lie be there. 

3. And I. ^ 

4. Why then have with ye Boyes; Tis but a chiding, 

Let the plough play to day,ile tick’lt out 

Oftlie lades tailes to morrow. 

1 . I am fure 

To have my wife as jealous as a Turkey : 

But that’s all one,iiegoe through, let her mumble, 
a. Clap her aboard to morrow night, and ftoa her, 

And all’s made up againe. 

3. I, doe but put a feskue in her fift,and you lhall lee her 
Take a new ieflon out, and be a good wench. 

Doe we all hold, againft the Maying ? 

4. Hold ? what lhould aite us ? 

3. jircae will Be there. 

2. And <£«*»<?#. 

AndPyc^f.and 3. better lads nev’r daned under green Tree, 
And yet know what wenches: ha? 1 
But will the dainty Domine,tbe Schcolemafter keep touch 
Doe you thinke: for he do’s all ye know. 

3 . Hec’leate a hornebooke ere he faile: goe too,the mat- 
ter’s too farre driven betwetne him,and the Tanners daugh- 
ter, to let flip now,and flhe muft lee the Duke, and Ihe muft 
daunce too. 

4. Shall we be lufty. 

2. All the Boyes in Athens blow wind i’th breech on’s, 
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